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In My Head 


Author's Notes: 
A bit of exploration into Joey\'s past, with mentions of his time in Zilch. 


Troy watched quietly, sitting on the edge of the bed with his hands folded in his lap. He chewed at his lower lip 
- a nasty habit, it always left the skin on his lips looking terrible - and willed himself to stay quiet. 


He wasn't used to such tension. Such seriousness. He could the number of times, over five years together, 


that he'd seen Joey without a smile on one hand, and he found it deeply unsettling. 


The most unsettling aspect, he admitted silently to himself, was just how much it seemed to turn him on, to 
pique his interest and stop him from turning away. More worrying than that, of course, was how quickly it 


was ceasing to become unsettling, and in turn become exciting. Intriguing. 


Maintaining his silence, he unlaced his fingers and adjusted the hem of his black shirt. When all he was required 
to do was to sit and watch in perfect silence, it seemed like a good time to reflect on exactly what had 


brought him here. 
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"Tell me about the people you dated, before me," Troy grinned, laying on half-across Joey's chest, fingernails 
scraping across a thick, silver ring. Joey hissed, batting the hand away from his nipple and grinning. 

"There was no one before you, baby. | was born the day you started dating me." 

Troy laughed, reaching up and smacking Joey across the side of the head. He shifted, somewhat gingerly, 
thankful for the almost excessive size of their bed. Three medium-sized English Mastiffs were a lot to 
contend with on one bed, but Joey had been insistent that his boys were allowed their time in the bedroom, 
first thing in the morning. It wasn't often that he refused to budge on an issue, so Troy could do nothing more 


than humor him. His cat, small, pretentious and orange, angrily licked at her tail from across the room. 


"That's sweet. And not true. And one of your monsters is on my leg, and it's falling asleep." Troy pursed his 


lips in frustration, leaning down and pushing an extremely solid slab of dog from his feet. 


"Yeah, they'll do that," Joey looped an arm around Troy's waist, slinging him up to rest completely on his chest, 
stroking a hand back through his own hair and shrugging. 


"So why you want to know about something like that, huh? You getting all fussy and possessive on me?" 
Troy snorted, raising an eyebrow and leaning on his forearms, his hips pressed flush against Joey's. 


"Fussy? I'm not fussy. | don't know. don't know much about about your past. | mean, the people you've dated. 


And when | say people, | mean men. No women, right?" 

Joey grinned, shaking his head and curling Troy's hair around his fingers. 

"No women, They scare me, baby, you know that. Come on.why are you really asking?" 

‘lm just curious! Come on, be fair! I've told you everyone I've dated." 

Laughing, Joey sat up, dislodging Troy and watching him roll onto the opposite side of the bed. His chest was 
bare, with vivid red lines running between the curving tattoos that mirrored each other across the muscles of 


his chest. A testament to a night spent together. 


"Baby! If | want to see everyone you've slept with, all | have to do is look in the mirror! Come on, drop it. If 
you kick the boys out, I'll show you why | won't ever need to date anyone else.." 


He winked, and Troy rolled his eyes, sliding from the bed and into a pair of striped, satin pajama pants. He ran 


across the room, clapping his hands, followed by a trio of huge, loping dogs who found themselves suddenly on 
the wrong side of a closed door. 
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Joey was in agony. His skin burned, almost literally, as he watched the blood run down his chest in tiny red 
rivulets. They ran parallel to each other, sliding down towards the plastic sheet he knelt on. For a moment, he 


smiled. The plastic sheet. Troy wouldn't have had it any other way, wooden floor or not. 


He took a deep breath, closing his eyes and centering himself. He knew the trick well, had done for years, and it 
had proven itself useful more than once. It diluted the pain, allowing it to wash over his body like a warm, dry 


towel. It invigorated him, renewed his energy and his focus. He'd missed it. 


More than just the pain, he'd missed everything that came with it. The tools of the trade. The needles, 
numerous and sharp, had been missed. The bar between his ankles, pushing his legs apart and keeping him on 
his knees with a cuff at either end. Whenever he shifted, the bar held firm and unyielding. It made his toes 


curl. 


The gloves that pulled at his arms, black and leathery, quite possibly more expensive than anything item of 
clothing he owned. They laced from his fingertips to his shoulders, pulled tight behind his back, forcing him to 
lean up on his knees and push out his chest. They were degrading, yes, but the humiliation they offered came 
with comfort, security and a tight, constricting, strange brand of freedom. 


None had been missed quite as much as the bolt ring, however. Unpolished steel with messy, lumpy weld spots, 
it was a monstrosity compared to the other tools to which Joey lay submissive. Sunk into a center of a flat 
plank of wood, either side caught beneath his knees, it was the bolt ring that held the most sway over him. 
The gloves kept him still, the bar kept him open, and the needles kept him calm, but the bolt ring kept him on 
his knees. 


Well.it was half of it. Through the ring, sunken in the wood, was something of a carabiner. A snap ring, 
something one would use for abseiling, or rock climbing, It served its purpose, however, linking the blot ring to 
the thick, captive-bead ring threaded through the head of Joey's cock. He was chained to the ground, like an 
animal, by the most sensitive part of his body. With each piercing needle, each drop of blood, the tug of his 
prick against the thick ring added another jolt of pain. 


He looked up, finally daring to meet Troy's eyes. Instead of the fear and disgust that he had been dreading, he 
instead found intrigue, and fascination. His boyfriend's expression, in the face of such an extreme act, only 


served to send more blood south. He groaned, arching on his knees as much as possible, and received a sharp 


slap on the back of the head for his trouble. 


| taught you better than that," growled their guest, taking another needle and removing the cap, dropping it 


though the opening of the safety sharps box. Troy leaned forward, eyes wide. watching the needle break the 


resistance of Joe's skin was beginning to have a strange affect on him. 
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"Just one. Come on" 

Troy leaned forward, sitting with one leg crossed over the other on the edge of a spare weights bench. Joey 
was laying across the other, flat on his back, drenched with sweat and water. He frowned, tightening his grip 
on the bar suspended above his chest. 

"No, baby. | told you, l'm not getting into this.” 

He grunted, drawing a deep breath and lifting the bar from the rest, hissing and bending his elbows in one 
repetition Troy was silent as he watched. For all of his complaining about Joey building a small gym in the 
basement of their home, and taking up valuable space that could be filled with instruments and portable 


closets, he enjoyed being able to watch Joey use the weights. It was something of a carnal pleasure. 


"Jo-ey," he whined, waiting for the pounds of iron to become too much for Joey, the bar once again resting 


above his head. Joey sat up, rolling his aching shoulders and reaching for a bottle of water. 

"| dated a couple of guys when | left school. Nothing exciting. When | was in Zilch, | saw someone." 

Troy cocked his head to the side, taking a towel from the stack on the bench beside him, handing one over and 
drawing his legs up beneath him. The fabric of the sweatpants irritated him, and he was already considering 
changing once they returned upstairs. 


"Hide, right? | didn't know you dated him.. 


Joey shrugged, rubbing the towel over his shoulders and down across his arms. Troy had made the connection 


easily enough, despite Joey never having talked about his past with the crossover band. 
"Yeah. Not very long.just a year or so." 


"How..what was it like?" Troy asked, careful and quiet. Joey met his eyes for a half-second, before shrugging 
and walking over to the treadmill. 


"He's dead, isn't he?" 


Troy sat back a little, deciding that silence would be the best answer. He waited several minutes before 


continuing his questioning, not wanting to reopen old wounds. It was very, very rare to see Joey expressing any 


sort of negative emotions, and Troy was never quite sure of how to deal with it. After the silence had 


stretched on long enough, he walked over to the treadmill, leaning against the console and meeting Joey's eyes. 


"Tell me about Glenn Danzig." 
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As the last needle slid home, Troy stood. He walked over to where Joey knelt on the floor, sliding his arm 
around the thick, solid waist of their guest and resting his head on the shorter man's shoulder. 


Why do you think he likes it?" he asked, watching Joey twitch and gasp for breath, bound and prone, kneeling 
and bleeding. 


"That's a very..detailed question," Glenn replied, reaching out with one black-booted foot, nudging the head of 
Joey's prick. Joey whimpered, closing his eyes and willing himself not to react. The pain that spread out over 


his abdomen was intense, warm and heavy. He couldn't take much more sensation 


‘lm sure you have a very detailed answer," Troy smiled, leaving Glenn's side and walking in a circle around 
Joey. It was strange, seeing him like this. Joey was his protector, his defender. Joey was the big, tattooed one, 
and Troy was the slim, pale one. Of course, he knew Joey enjoyed pain. There was no mistaking the look on his 
face of the moan on his lips when Troy dug his nails deep into his shoulders. He just.hadn't expected it to go 
to this level. 


"As a matter of fact, | do." Glenn inclined his head somewhat, crouching in font of Joey and running a fingertip 
over the base of several needles. They ran don over Joey's shoulders, across his chest and hips, with several 
extending out over his cock. Troy had watched wide eyes as the thin, surgical steel spikes had been pushed, 
one after another, through the soft, swollen skin 


"You have to think of Joey as a dog, Troy," Glenn began, his tone that of a teacher, or mentor. "Think of him 


as an animal, a pack animal. If you lead him, he will follow you anywhere." 


Troy laughed softly, sliding his fingers across Joey's shoulders, twisting in the hair at the base of his neck and 
tugging sharply. He surprised himself with the small, ferocious gesture, and the thrill it sent down his spine. 


"I believe he already does that." he replied, smiling at the flicker of a grin on Joey's lips. Glenn laughed, nodding 
and stepping forward. He grabbed Joey by the jaw, wrenching his face upwards. 


"That's true. Remarkably so," He jerked Joey's head roughly, shaking him like a naught puppy. "But does he 
thank you for it?" 


Troy frowned, hesitating to answer. He was enjoying himself, much to his great surprise. Referring to Joey in 


the third person, almost as if he wasn't in the room, was filling him with a sensation of control and aptitude 


that he'd never quite been able to grasp. 

"Here..come here." Glenn gestured, holding out one hand. Troy joined him, leaning back against his chest, smiling 
as Glenn slid an arm around his waist. He'd never expected to be this comfortable around someone else, 
someone new. Glenn cleared his throat, taking Troy's hand and resting it on Joey's damp cheek. 

‘| want you to hit him." 

Troy's hand jerked back immediately, and he half-turned, shaking his head. 

"No..] can't do that." 


Glenn frowned, taking Troy by the wrist and holding him firmly, fixing him with a stern, steely gaze. 


"| can see it in your eyes, Troy. You and | have a lot in common. You already have him, know you do, he follows 


you around without question. It's in his nature. | know you can do this. You know you can do this." 

Troy swallowed, willing his fingertips to stop shaking. Slowly, he turned back to Joey, standing in front of him 
and raising his hand. With a small, almost inaudible whimper, he brought his open palm down against Joey's 
cheek with a resounding crack. It struck harder than he'd intended, and when he forced his eyes open, a vivid 
red mark lay across Joey's cheek. 

"Thank you, baby," Joey whispered, his response automatic. Troy stiffened, a deep coil of pleasure tightening at 
the base of his spine. Thrilling jolts of power ran through his arms and he clenched his tingling, throbbing hand, 
turning to face Glenn. 


"| like it," he whispered, forcing his voice to remain clear and steady. Glenn smirked, and nodded once. 


| had a feeling you would. Lucky, lucky Joey.” 
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Joey folded his arms, watching Troy pace restlessly through the dining room. 


"Are you sure you want to do this?" he asked, unfolding his arms and letting them hang to the side. His own 
nerves were a tangled mess, but there was no showing it. He needed to make sure Troy remained steady, or 


this could end very badly. 


"Yes! No. Yes?" Troy sighed, pushing his fingers through his hair and turning on his heel, pacing in the opposite 
direction. The dogs watched him from the living room, laying together on the floor, one beside the other, 


almost in a canine premonition of what was about to come. 

"Troy." Joey sighed, walking over and taking Troy by the arm, leading him to a chair and helping him to sit 
down. He crouched before him, holding him by the hands and smiling gently. "You know you don't have to do 
this..." 


Troy nodded, his face drained of color. It was a tell-tale sign of stress, one that Joey had hoped not to see. 


| know! | know. But | said | would.and | want to, | do, for you. | know you've been looking forward to this, Joey.. 
know you've been talking to him, thinking about it.! don't want to ruin it” 


Joey smiled, sighing and pinching the bridge of his nose. He loved Troy, he truly did, but his good intentions 


often wore thin 
"You know what's going to happen, right? You understand what he's going to do?" 


"Yes..| think so..." Troy nodded, wetting his lips and restlessly biting at the lower. "I mean, | watched some 


movies. Looked at a few things on the internet.| have a rough idea 


‘Oh my god, Troy." Joey laughed, shaking his head and standing, pulling Troy to his feet and enveloping him in a 
hug. "You've probably gone and given yourself the wrong idea." 


Troy groaned, burying his face in Joey's shoulder, relishing the feeling of him in a suit jacket. After years of 
trying to get Joey to wear anything more than jeans and a t-shirt, it turned out that the fastest way to get 
him into something resembling a suit was to invite Glenn Danzig dinner.. 

"No," he shook his head, pulling back and smoothing his own impeccable suit. It was one of the more expensive 
ones, the kind he kept in a cool, locked closet. "No. | said | would do this for you, so I'm going to. It's been five 
years.tt's time we mixed things up a little, right? Maybe l'Il learn something." 

Joey laughed, tilting his head and sliding a hand over Troy's cheek, leaning in and kissing him gently. 

"Maybe you will." 

His words were punctuated by the low tone of the doorbell, accented by the deep, loud barking of three 


immense dogs. Troy froze, and Joey kissed him on the forehead, gesturing at the dogs to hush and walking to 
the door. 
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"I think he's had enough, don't you?" Glenn asked, watching as Troy traced the hand print on Joey's cheek with 


one finger. He knelt, crouching in front of him, one hand wrapped tightly around the base of Joey's prick. 


"I think so," Troy nodded, watching Joey's face for any hint of disagreement. Joey was silent, unable to speak, 


his entire body hypersensitive and shaking, vibrating in anticipation of the next command. 


Glenn tapped Troy on the shoulder, pulling him back and whispering a suggestion in his ear. Troy nodded, winking 
at Joey and kneeling on the floor before him. 


"Back straight, boy." Glenn spoke quietly, no harsh trace in his words, but Joey straightened his spine and lifted 
his chin immediately. Troy watched, impressed and slightly jealous, knowing that a response like that came from 


a relationship longer, and more intense than his own. One day, perhaps. 


Leaning down, Glenn released the spring-hooked carabiner that had chained Joey's prick to the ground, allowing 
him to move with slightly more freedom. Joey groaned, leaning back on his knees and closing his eyes with 
relief. His prick, now only restrained by a thick, black cock ring around the base, stood painfully hard against his 
abdomen 


"Troy. If you would,” Glenn asked, his words gentle, as if he were speaking to an equal. With wide eyes, Joey 


watched as Troy crawled forward, lowering himself onto his forearms and licking his cock from base to tip. 


As Troy took Joey into his mouth, leaning forward and moaning softly, Glenn began to remove the needles. 
Gently he slid them from beneath the skin, swabbing at beads of dried blood as they cracked and oozed from 
the tiny entry wounds. He took them from his arms and shoulders, dropping them into the bright orange box. 


As he worked, Troy began to suck. He sighed softly and breathed through his nose, clearing his throat and 
hollowing his cheeks. He'd been sucking Joey's dick long before he'd let him fuck him, and he knew just how 
much Joey enjoyed it. From the restrained sounds of gasping and restless twitching above him, his taste hadn't 
changed. 


"Good boy," Glenn purred, fisting a hand in Joey's hair and pulling his head back. He slid the needles from his 
chest, delivering a hard twist and flick to each pierced nipple as he went. Joey whimpered his thanks, torn 


between the old and the new, the hand in his hair and the mouth on his cock. 


Troy whimpered gently, sending subtle vibrations from Joey's prick to his balls. Slowly, daringly, he pulled away 
and flicked his tongue against the needles still piercing the base of Joey's cock. For the first time since Glenn 
had arrived, over four hours ago, Troy was sure Joey would lose his composure. He arched his back, gritted 


his teeth, and only just managed to swallow a low, desperate cry. Troy grinned to himself. 
Glenn laughed, reaching down to pluck the needles from Joey's prick, sending them to join the others in the 
plastic safety box. He winked at Troy, encouraging him to return to his task before the last needles were 


pulled from Joey's abdomen. He relaxed, visibly, slumping in his restraints and closing his eyes. 


"You did well, my boy," Glenn said, the proud smile never leaving his face. He stood beside Joey and unlaced the 


gloves, freeing his arms and watching with no little pride as Joey refused to move them. He slid his hand over 
the side of Joey's face, tilting his head to rest against his hip, holding him firmly with one hand on his neck as 
Troy neared the end of his given task 


He leaned forward, unhindered by needles, taking Joey deep into the back of his throat. He started to hum, 
slowly at first, so as not to overload Joey with deep vibrations, closing his throat and swallowing around the 
head of his prick. Joey jerked upwards, whimpering and keening softly, burying his face against Glenn's hip and 
shuddering. 


"Come for us, then," Glenn laughed, nudging Troy's elbow with one toe and watching as he deftly removed the 
leather strap. Almost as soon as he felt release, Joey slammed his hips up and gritted his teeth, almost 


choking Troy as he came. 


Troy squeaked in surprise, pulling back just enough to keep from gagging. He swallowed what he could and licked 
the rest from his lips, leaning back on his knees. His composure lasted all of one second, as soon as he saw the 
look of relief and need on Joey's face, he climbed into his lap and slung his arms around his neck, kissing him 


hard, lips parted. 
Glenn let them have their moment, unbuckling the cuffs from Joey's ankles and helping him into a more 
comfortable position. He sat on the edge of the bed, stretching his own stiff shoulders, and watching with pride 


and small, very small hint of envy. 


‘| love you," Troy whispered, clinging to Joey, not even noticing the droplets of blood that soaked through his 
own shirt. Joey nodded, grinning and wrapping his arms around Troy's waist, holding him tight. 


"| love you too, baby. Thank you. You..you don't know what this means to me, that you could be a part of it. | 


needed to see it.l needed you to see it." 
Troy laughed, his own cheeks wet with tears, shaking off the intensity of what he'd just been a part of. 


"Happy valentines day," he spoke against Joey's neck, kissing and licking at the mingling sweat and tears. Joey 
grinned, standing slowly, gingerly, and resting one huge hand against the curve of Troy's ass. 


"Hey, baby." he whispered, steadying himself against a wall and nudging Troy forward, lips pressed to his ear. 
"Usually, I'd take care of Glenn after something like this..but I'm a little worn out." 


Troy raised an eyebrow, half-turning back towards Joey, a mischievous smirk on his face. 


"Are you suggesting what | think you are, Joey Castillo? Are you inviting me to become a part of your oh-so 


mysterious past?" 


Joey snorted, smacking Troy gently on the ass and lowering himself into a chair, covered with a clean towel for 
after his ordeal. He watched as Troy crossed the room, removing his shirt, before straddling Glenn's hips on 


the edge of the bed, rolling his own down in a very determined fashion 


"You need to understand," he cleared his throat, arching an eyebrow at Glenn and pushing him flat against the 
bed, "that I'm no one's bitch. | do, however, know how to say thank you." 


Glenn grinned, resting his arms behind his head and watching as Troy winked at him, looking past Troy's hips 
and meeting Joey's eyes. He nodded, resting his jaw against one hand, watching with dark, satisfied eyes. 


"Clearly," Glenn repliedresting his hands on Troy's hips and tugging at the waistband, laughing softly. "you're 
not the only one." 


Troy winked down at him, unbuckling his belt and pulling it free. As outrageous as this situation might have 


seemed as little as a week ago, right now he couldn't be happier to be be forging a connection between Joey's 


past, his present, and whatever future might spring from such a strange, enlightening night. 
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